THE SCENE IS CHANGED

disarmed at the moment when, armed, they could have
imposed their will on Europe and not only on the former
enemy who has since become an enemy again. In my own
middle thirties, with the wild oats of a socialist youth long
since sown and almost forgotten, I felt again the urge of
deep discontent that has driven some men to fascism or
communism and has made others opportunists, cynics,
adventurers or vain seekers after religious faiths.
One contact with the social structure of England was to
be found in the theatre, where I had worked in former years.
I went to it, not for the moment as professional critic, but as
adventurer and observer. Two characteristic London plays
of that demobilization period come to mind. Somerset
Maugham's Home and Beauty pleased me hugely by its
farcical-satirical pattern, worthy almost of Wilde, and by
the bitter laughter echoing below its surface. A. A. Milne's
Mr. Pirn Passes By filled me with a hearty unjust rage.
Either of them, essentially, might have been written in the
days of Edwardian or Georgian peace ; and I came to them
out of the volcanic eruption of Middle Europe after war.
Looking at this sort of drama gave me the sense of detach-
ment, both from current criticism and creative activity,
which has been with me ever since. I have never wished to
express, either as critic or pkywright or producer, anything
but a personal taste in drama formed by personal experiences
not lighdy to be shared.
How should I try to tell the English public, for instance,
that to understand their own current mood and thought
they must look to the stage abroad and not at home ? They
discovered this for themselves ten or fifteen years later, when
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